NOT        ACCORDING        TO         RULES

It's a girl I know. . . . She might be interested in an
account of how . . . Well, you know. . . . What it
was like up here. ... It has been a bit exciting,
hasn't it ? "

The Gunner subaltern hardly heard. The twinges
of pain in his shoulder were atrocious, but he managed
to force a nod. With his left arm looping a gunner's
neck he disappeared over the top of the slope.

" Good-bye! Remember me to England/' cried
the Machine-Gun officer.

He turned, and once again stared into the blackness
concealing the enemy infantry.

" Lucky devil," he muttered.

It was long past midnight. In the farmhouse cellar
that was the Battery Command Post the murky rays
from a hurricane lamp illuminated the face of a very
worried Major. No infantry had arrived, and no
news of their whereabouts. On the slope three-
quarters of a mile awaj% the Machine-Gun officer and
his little force still held out, but every moment the
Major expected a telephone message to say that it
was all over. No disguising the fact that the position
was critical. Even if they lasted for another couple
of hours or so, dawn would soon enlighten the
enemy as to the true state of affairs. It looked as
though nothing short of a miracle could save his
guns then.

On the floor of the cellar, wrapped in their great-
coats, the Assistant Command Post Officer, a spare
telephonist, and two of the survey staff, lay like logs,
in a profound slumber. Opposite the Major at the
table sat the Command Post Officer, with a face that
reflected the anxiety on his own. Every ten minutes
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